An Odd Recount [Unedited] byawasette.maze@gmail.com 


Mar 1, 2018 


An Odd Recount [Unedited] 

Her bed was her nest, her home, her threshold. It always felt like floating in stag¬ 
nant lukewarm water with the occasional drip from the void ceiling that when¬ 
ever a water droplet falls and lands on the surface, it echoes in your ears at a 
comfortable volume, but it’s actual appearance was a normal day bed where 
you could roll off one side of that bed. 

There she lay. 

Peacefully laying on her bed that was her nest and her refuge from the world. 

She wasn’t like this. Never has she laid on her bed for so long, doing nothing. 
Absolutely nothing. 

Her mind was her reality, her world, her friend. It was always there, telling her 
all sorts of things and reminding and advising her on all sorts of things too. 
Sometimes her mind would drag into memory lanes where she didn’t want to 
visit. Sometimes her mind would make her sit and make her see all of those 
memories that she was craving for, had hurt her person and made her the living 
corpse that always laid on that bed. 

There she lay. 

She refused to continue. Stagnant, floating, drifting to nowhere. 

Lost. Her mind was like a static television set but she appeared to be a dead 
corpse but this dead corpse’s chest still had the regular rise and fall. She was 
cold as ice, empty. 

She was never like this. Where did that warm blooded girl go to? Who are 
you? 

Her siblings, her brothers and her parents spoke to her quietly, asking, “It has 
been a month and you have done absolutely nothing. What do you want to do? 
What happened to you? Zoey?” 

During the working days, she was not there but her body was doing all the 
work. The things that she did, the meaningless mechanical functions that a 
normal human was supposed to do had kept her still rooted to this earth. 

During her free time, you can see her laying on her bed like a corpse that is 
ready to buried inside their coffin. 

She was slowly dying. Her muscles ached and contracted due to the lack of 
exercise. Her mouth was trapped and unused, like metal, it was loosing its 
shine and quality. 


writer.bighugelabs.com 



An Odd Recount [Unedited] byawasette.maze@gmail.com 


Mar 1, 2018 


There were days where it hurt so bad. 

She wanted to do something. Anything. 

She wanted to go back. She wanted to say something to save it. She wanted 
THEM to stay. 

But everything comes with an expiry date. 

THEY can never come back. She could never go back. 

What was in the past has been cast into stone. 

Her bed was her nest, her home. It made her feel loved. 

Cold. So cold. 

She wants to sleep forever and cherish the warmth that her bed could provide. 
She laid in her bed as lifeless as a corpse and watched whatever memories 
that her mind could still provide. 

Please move on, Zoey. Nothing will wait for you because they would kick you 
into the dirt. Go smile and laugh like you used to do. 

But everything comes with an expiry date. 
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